The Random Jottings of Donald Jay in Nelson in Pendle Lancashire . 


Location: Colne - Alkincoats Park 

The walled garden within the park is said to have a sense of sadness and foreboding, and always 
feels cold even on the hottest of days. 

It was a beautiful day in the early 2000s when a group of friends decided to visit Alkincoats 
Park in Colne. The park was known for its lush greenery and stunning gardens, but it was the 
walled garden that piqued their curiosity. The garden was rumored to have a sense of sadness 
and foreboding, and always felt cold even on the hottest of days. 

As they approached the garden, the air grew colder and the feeling of unease settled in their 
stomachs. The garden was overgrown and neglected, with wilted flowers and weeds choking the 
once vibrant plants. The atmosphere was heavy with sadness and despair. 

As they walked around the garden, they noticed a small bench hidden in a secluded corner. A 
sense of curiosity overtook them, and they decided to investigate. As they got closer, they 
noticed a small plaque with the name "Sarah" etched into it. The bench had clearly been placed 
there in memory of someone. 

One of the friends, a sensitive and intuitive person, suddenly felt a deep sadness wash over them. 
They felt as though Sarah's spirit was still present in the garden, lingering in the air and 
haunting the space. They shared their feelings with the group, who were all taken aback by the 
intensity of the emotions. 

Feeling overwhelmed, they decided to leave the garden and head back to the main park. As they 
walked away, they couldn't shake the feeling of sadness that had enveloped them in the walled 
garden. It was as though a piece of Sarah's spirit had attached itself to them, and they carried it 
with them as they left the park. 

Years later, they found out that Sarah had been a young woman who had loved the garden and 
had spent countless hours tending to it. She had passed away suddenly and tragically, and the 
garden had been left neglected ever since. The group of friends had unwittingly stumbled upon 
her final resting place, and the garden's eerie sense of foreboding was a testament to her memory. 


By Donald Jay 


